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® The Bucket-Stiop Man alitays the Gainer. 
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THE MODERN CLERK. 
THE EMPLOYER SUPPORTS THEM ALL. 
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Remove the Monster. 

MvcH as the administration of justice has 
been travestied in this metropolis, nothing so 
utterly shameless by comparison as the so- 
called trial in Washington of the wretch who 


THE JUDGE. 


tiendish of criminals. That such scenes as 
those described in the daily press should be 
enacted in a court in an American city may 
well transfix the people of other countries with 
astonishment. 
allowed him by a judge whose head should be 


Growing bold by the freedom 


bowed in shame, the man who is to-day the 
most offensive in this broad land to all right- 
minded persons, makes merry in the presence 
of living men and women with the bones of 
the lamented President! 

Outraged, until further submission to law 
and order seems a doubtful question, the men 
and women of America who believe in fair 
play, who believe that every accused pers 
has a right to a trial before an impartial jury, 
demand that this most disgusting of farces at 
Washington shall be brought to an end. 


| Would any one on the 2d of last July dared 


murdered President Garfield has ever been | 


witnessed here. In fact, it is doubtful wheth- 


er any other court since the foundation of the | 


Government ever sunk as low, and became so 
unworthy of the respect of the people. The 
trial of an ordinary malefactor in New York 
too often, it is true, is a mockery upon what 
the bench and the bar are pleased to call jus- 
tice, and too often, perhaps, the audience of 
a court room here finds relief in laughter, or 
in deluging the prisoner with bouquets. But 
we are proud to venture the assertion that 
the trial of the murderer of a President would 
be no matinee performance for the amusement 
of the court loungers were it to take place in 
either of the criminal courts of this city. 

The terrible crime committed by this hu- 
man monstrosity, Guiteau, was one that made 
the whole world stand aghast. Across the 
seas, as wellas in our own country, his very 
name stinks in the nostrils of all mankind and 
womankind. In the mind of every person 
the deed was one that baffled human ingenui- 
ty to fitly punish. The horrors of the punish- 
ments inflicted in other ages for a less crime 
than that committed by him were pictured as 
inadequate if applied to him. 


to have asserted that the man who shot down 
the President on that day would to-day be al- 
lowed to exhibit himself as the most inhuman 
of all men? Be he sane or insane, the scenes 
enacted are none the less horrible in the eyes 
of the people, and none the less disereditable 
and outrageous upon the part of the court 
that quietly permits such performance. 
Shame upon the judge and jury who make 
such proceedings possible, and yet greater 
shame to the men and women who struggle 
for seats in that court, and laugh when they 
get them! Better far that the shot fired by 
the man on the white horse had killed Guiteau 
than that this farce should last much longer. 
THE JUDGE has infinite faith in the majesty 
of the law, and would be a poor counselor in- 
deed to urge violence even in such a case as 
that of this murderer, but appeals to the 
Washington judge in the interests of rich and 
poor, and white and black, to present this case 
to the jury without unnecessary delay. Let 


| the name of Guiteau be buried with the 


wretch, and no tombstone mark his grave, if 


the jury shall find that he was sane when he 
fired the shot that removed the President. 
Remove him, no matter what the verdict may 


| be, so that he shall be banished from our 


Ls hl | 
ro merely take 


his life on the scaffold seemed so slight a pen- | 
alty for his act in slaying the Chief Magistrate | 


of the nation that the ery became universal: 

‘Take him away! Remove him as quick 
as possible!" And as the days passed, and 
his name continued to sicken the people by its 
continuous appearance in the public prints, 
the desire that this loathsome being should be 
quickly swept out of sight forever grew 
stronger, and when, at length, the day of his 
trial was fixed, the belief that it would soon 
be over made men and women breathe more 
freely. 

The court was opened, and to the amaze- 
ment and horror of a yet sorrowing people 
the monster posed as a clown before a smiling 


judge and jury and a hilarious audience of 


men and women! This in the city of Wash- 


ington, where Garfield spent the best years of 


his life, and where the people learned to know 
and love him! For days the whole country 


has heen shocked by the antics of this most 


sight and from the newspapers, and 50,000,- 
000 of persons will utter a ‘‘ Thank God for 
that.” 


Sample Snobs. 


A T.ULLING series of pictures is offered by 
Mr. Worth on a subject that eminently de- 
serves ventilation and daylight. Why any 
American should so far ignore his democratic 
breeding as to mortgage himself, body, brains 
and breeches, to Imported Style, is beyond 
THE JUDGE is down on 
Anglomania like a thousand of brick and a 
hodful or two extra. 
this Honorable Court thought well of its old 
friend Thompson, and enjoyed seeing him loll 
contentedly back in nis rattle-spring vehicle, 
indifferent to all but the lively roadsters with 
whom he delighted to have a brush. He 
despised all parade and affectation, and was 


our comprehension. 


There was a time when 


comparatively satisfied with himself and his 
belongings. He found e.tertainment in the 
broad grins and endless »:anks of his negro 
stable-boy, who shone resplendently in ging- 
ham shirt, patched trousers, gaudy cotton 


neckerchief and other attire indescribable, 
and whose fidelity was as little questioned as 
his exterior dilapidation. But there came a 
day when Thompson made a stake in Wall 
street, and per consequence, went abroad to 
narrow his intellect. He became saturated 
with Imitation, and now behold the pitiful 
outcome! There he goes in his heavy English 
drag and swell toggery, with a real live 
London “tiger” to eatch on, and make our 
diminutive great man and his lawfully wedded 
puppy-fondler the envy of all noodles who 
yearn to rival a mushroom aristocrat, or, if 
possible, to transcend his snobbishness. Our 
full-page illustration is not overdrawn, and, 
until his bank account is, poor, silly-pated 
Thompson is not likely to regain horse sense. 
And there are (as the razor-strap orator used 
to suggest) ‘‘a few more lett of the same 


sort.” 


An Opportunity for an Inventor. 

THE invention of a cashier or clerk who 
could not be ‘led astray” would be a curios- 
ity in these days which would make the ever- 
lasting fortune of the exhibitor. It is ecus- 
tomary to speak of the dishonest employee as 
one led astray, from the facet that when he 
‘confesses everything” it is discovered that 
he had sold himself to the long-tailed gentle- 
Why this transaction should 
always reflect discredit upon the latter per- 


man in black. 


sonage is something THE JUDGE cannot at this 
time divulge. That the woods are full of 
bright young men whose future is handicapped 
by gamblers, pool-sellers, keepers of ques- 
tionable resorts, and other disreputable fig- 
ures who shine out resplendently in this world, 
is so true that the daily newspapers keep such 
heads as ‘* A Trusted Cashier’s Flight,” ‘‘An- 


other Saint Falls from Grace,” ete., in type, 


| ready for the fast appearing or disappearing 


persons who handle other people’s money. 
Let some one devise a method that will pre- 
vent this exceedingly interesting class of the 
community from being led astray, and he will 
hecome a ‘richer man than old Bill Vander- 
bilt.” 


Another One 


WE had fondly hoped that the Presidential 
elections were over with for a few years, but 
now, in the face of all that we have suffered, 
comes another one. We allude to the coming 
election of officers for the Press Club. The 
Smith family comes to the ‘front. Partisan 
blood begins to boil, and also comes a Merri- 
man, with the plume of colonel, who has 


many friends that swear—by him and often- 


times among themselves, for they are all of 


age, and the wax begins to warm. sast year 


the club labored heavily and brought forth a 


| mouse, and it proposes to do better this year 


But as between the Smith and 
the Merriman, and the ‘‘ cracking” times 
they speak of, we hope the elub will get the 
kernel, 


if possible. 


AFTER pledging 2 veteran pawn-broker, in 
Hock, he confidentially assured THE JUDGE 
that his business had few redeeming features. 
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A HORSE-CAR STRAIN. 


LOVELY woman with a basket, 
Riding in the surface car, 
All my gallantry you'll task it 

If you're going very far. 


On my toe the hideous weight is, 
Of your boarding-house supply— 
Onions, cabbages, and taties, 
Beef to boil and fish to fry. 


You're no doubt a worthy mother, 
Toiling to maintain your brood; 

Myself in mush I'd rather smother 
Than even hint a thought that’s rude. 


Sut lovely woman with a basket, 
Though I reverence your krout, 

Might I just presume to ask it, 
When will you be getting out’ 


Lady with the cheese limburger, 

You'll not deem it rude, I trust, 
But we can’t go on much further, 

If you don’t get out I must. 
Doubtless you are good as fair, 

Oh! lady with the cheese and krout, 
But—goodness! this is Union Square, 
Hil! here! conductor, let me out. 

FRANK BELLEW. 


OUR POPULAR FARCES. 


OUR FIRE INSURANCE COMPANIES. 





REPORTED BY ‘‘ED.” 


Scene—Directors’ Room of the Neverpay Fire 
Insurance Co. 


CHARACTERS : 
Mr. VERDANT, MR. MoLocH (President of 
the NEVERPAY FIRE INSURANCE Co.), and | 


BoaRD OF DIRECTORS. 


Mr. Moloch.—Good-day, Mr. Verdant ; what 
can we do for you? 

Mr. Verdant.—You know, Mr. Moloch, I 
belong to the firm of Verdant, Recent & Co. 
In fact, I am the head of the firm. 


| . . . . . 
| as his opinion that it resulted from an 


Mr. Moloch.—Yes, sir, we are aware ofthe | 


circumstance. 

Mr. Verdant.—A week or so ago we were 
burnt out. 

Mr. Moloch.—That we also know. 

Mr. Verdant.—We are insured in your com- 
pany for fifty thousand dollars. 

Mr. Moloch.—Correct. 

Mr. Verdant.—Naturally we would like to 
collect said amount. 

Mr. Moloch.—All of it ? 

Mr. Verdant.—Certainly. 

(Mr. MoLocu grins; DtRectors also grin 
and poke each other facetiously in the 
ribs. | 

Mr. Moloch.—So you really believe that you 
are entitled, Mr. Verdant, to the 
amount? 

Mr. Verdant.—Yes, sir. 

Mr. Moloch.—There was nothing saved 
from the conflagration? 

Mr. Verdant.—No, sir. That is, nothing of 
any value. 

Mr. Moloch.—Ah, we may differ upon that 
point. Did not the Fire Insurance Patrol 
rescue a stove? 

Mr. Verdant.—I—I believe so. 


whole 








THE JUDGE. 


Mr. Moloch.—Of course you do. That stove, 
sir, we value at five hundred dollars. 

Mr. Verdant.—I only paid forty for it. 

Mr. Moloch.—That may be, but fifty ex- 
perts will testify for us, if needful,that if there 
was not another stove to be bought that that 
stove would be cheap at a thousand dollars. 
But we do business upon a foundation of equity, 
therefore we will only value said stove at five 
hundred dollars. And did they not also res- 
cue a stuffed parrot in a glass case from your 
private office? 

Mr. Verdant.—Yes, sir. 

Mr. Moloch.—It was your personal property. 

Mr. Verdant.—It was. 

Mr. Moloch.—A valued gift probably? 

Mr. Verdant.—Yes, sir. It was a token 
from my grandfather, now dead. 

Mr. Moloch.—Ah! The present, probably, 
ease and all, would be worth, say, ten doi- 
lars. But its intrinsic value, its value from 
the associations which surround it, its worth 
as a family heir-loom, would be about four 
hundred and ninety dollars. Surely you will 
consider your grandfather’s memory cheap at 
four hundred and ninety dollars. Add the 
ten dollars, real value, to it, and that makes 
five hundred dollars more to take off of your 
claim. 

Mr, Verdant.—Really I can’t see the force 
of your argument. 

Mr. Moloch.—Oh., yes, you do. (To direc- 
tors.) You see, do you not, gentlemen? 

Chorus of Directors. — ‘‘It’s perfectly 
plain.” ‘‘Extremely lucid.” ‘‘A child 
could perceive it,” ete., ete. 

Mr. Moloch.—Now, Mr. Verdant, that you 
are perfectly satisfied uyfon that point—— 

Mr, Verdant.—Beg pardon, but I ain’t. 

Mr, Moloch.—But you've got to be. We 
can't help it, my dear sir, if you ain't satis- 
fied, as long as we are. By the way, how did 


the fire oceur? 


Mr. Verdant.—The Fire Marshal gave it 
over- 
heated stove. 

Mr. Moloch.—Where was the stove in your 
place of business? 

Mr. Verdant.—In the front office. 

Mr. Moloch.—That reduces your insurance 
five thousand dollars. 

Mr. Verdant.—Why? 

Mr. Moloch.—Y ou will find, by careful study 
of our contract, a clause which says: ‘ Par- 
ties insuring in this company are bound not 
to have a_ stove of any description upon 
their premises, except said stove be located 
in the back yard, or upon the roof, or at a dis- 
tance of five hundred feet from any wall, par- 
tition or inflammable article of any sort, un- 
der penalty of forfeiting to the company the 
sum of five thousand dollars, in case of any 
fire upon their premises.” 

Mr. Verdant.—I read the contract hastily, 
and I do not remember that clause. Besides 
the Fire Marshal says the fire might have 
originated from somebody dropping a match 
into the waste-basket. 

Mr. Moloch.—Do you use matches in your 
establishment? 

Mr. Verdant—Certainly. 

Mr. Moloch.—That, it pains me to say, 
takes off five thousand dollars more. Para- 








3 


graph 8, section 6, chapter 112, of our by- 
laws, revised edition, distinctly says, ‘‘ Any 
insurer who allows the use of matches, Indian 
clubs, profane language, or tobacco in any 
form upon his premises, forfeits, in case of any 
claim for damages, five thousand dollars to 
the company. 

Mr. Verdant,—But I never saw your by- 
laws? 

Mr. Moloch.—It was your own fault. An 
application to our manager, certified by our 
secretary, checked off by our treasurer, signed 
by our office boy, and indorsed by two promi- 
nent clergymen, would have 
copy of our by-laws at once. 


obtained you a 
Our company 
transacts our business in a careful, commer- 
cial way. «We have estimated your loss at 
just one hundred and fifty dollars. That we 
will pay without demur. 

Mr. Verdant.—Heavens, that is outra- 
geous. 

Mr. Moloch.—Softy, sir, softly. 
play billiards, do you? 

Mr. Verdant.—Never. 

Mr. Moloch.—You belong to the Young 
Men’s Christian Association, do you not? 

Mr. Verdant.—Yes, sir. 

Mr. Moloch.—You do not drink or smoke? 

Mr. Verdant.—I do not. 

Mr. Moloch.—You never gamble? 

Mr. Verdant.—Not me. 

Mr. Moloch.—And you helped build a church 
in Newark? 

Mr. Verdant.—I did. 

Mr. Moloch.—Then can you wonder at our 
suspicions, Mr. Verdant? Your past life as 
confessed to by yourself, is suspicious. Frank- 
ly, Mr. Verdant, we have an idea that you set 
fire to your premises yourself. 


You never 


And more 


you don’t take the one hundred and fifty dol- 
lars we offer you we will sue you for arson! 
[ Tableau. 
[QUICK CURTAIN, ] 





MvcHu has been said and written regarding 
the heel vigor of a mule, but the worst that 
has ever been shown or imagined is mere 
child’s play compared with being caught in a 
| foot-ball team. But, oh! it is such rare, such 
manly sport to be slammed around, kicked on 
the shins, stood on your head, dragged on 
the ground, banged in the nose, ‘‘ rushed ” 
heels over head, having your clothes torn into 
carpet. rags, your eyes blackened, and you 
made a candidate for the hospital, all for the 
glory of some institution of learning! 

DvRING the great trial at Washington last 
week, Dr. Bliss was giving his testimony and 
exhibiting a section of the murdered Presi- 
dent’s vertebrae, when that carrion bird of his- 
tory, Guiteau, took a look at his devilish scar, 
and then smilingly resumed his seat, as much 
as to say: ‘‘ That’s all right; that’s where I 
made my mark in the world.” And yet some 
people think him insane; some people blame 
those who would cut the trial short -with the 
same weapon with which he cut short a noble 
life ! 


Par 


‘¢ BaRKIS is willin’” to curtail jokes on the 





dog-days. Let no more be purp-etrated. 


frankly, if possible, allow me to add that if 
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Our Original Norristown Budget. 


A CuicaGo editor pleasantly alludes to a 
St. Louis girl ‘‘ whose ears resemble the wings 
worn by a fairy in the Black Crook *—what- 
ever the B. C. may be. We don’t believe the 
St. Louis girl’s ears resemble the wingsof the 
fairy aforesaid—and yet a Chicago editor 
would hardly lie about a little thing like that. 
It must be a misprint. 


The Pot-Luck Club. 


AT a meeting of the Pot-Luck Club one 
night recently each male member, according to 
promise, contributed a specimen of his handi- 
work in the culinary art, and the result was 
quite novel. ‘‘ Here,” said the artist, sketch- 
ing the twentieth letter of the alphabet, ‘‘ is 


a drawing of T.” His contribution was 
highly esteamed. ‘‘And here,” said the 


printer, producing a handful of type, ‘ is 
some ‘ pi’ of my own making.” He said this 
in acrusty tone. ‘‘ And I’ve brought a hot 
goose,” said the tailor, dropping his iron on 
the table. He was greeted with hisses. ‘‘ And 
I,” said the poet, with a Milesian accent, 
proffering a manuscript, ‘‘have here some 
tender-loins.” His offering was voted very 
‘‘And I hope,” 
timid-looking member, presenting his wife, 
‘*vou will relish this And then he 
added, in a stage whisper: ‘‘I can spare her, 
therefore she is a spare rib.” 
now stepped forward and said he had pre- 
pared ‘‘a little plane board”—placing the 
board on the table as he spoke. The shoe- 
maker said he thought some of the members 


beefitting. said a sad and 


_. 


needed a little brain food, therefore he 
had brought a ‘‘ sole,” also a ‘‘ tongue.’ The 
former was pretty ‘‘scaly.” ‘‘ And here,” 


said a smart young man, with a goneness in 


his voice, introducing his best girl, ‘‘isa little | 
| they got them frightfully mixed. 


duck.” He was pronounced ‘‘too fresh,” 
and his girl gave him cold shoulder all the 
rest of the evening. Then a newspaper hu- 
morist cast his eyes over the assemblage, 
called it a ‘‘rare meet,” 
substance out of a cone-shaped piece of paper, 
and made Joe Miller turn over in his grave by 
remarking: ‘‘The best I can do in the culi- 











| tars: 


The carpenter | 


poured some gritty | 


nary line is the sand-which is here.” The 
club immediately adjourned out of respect to 
his gray-haired pun, and said they didn’t 
want any ‘‘taffy” in their dessert. 





AN old philosopher, whose name we have 
forgotten—probably because we never knew 
it—says: ‘No grander thing can a man do 
than to give a helping hand to a young man 
That’s all right; 
but when a young man has been discouraged in 
love-making, and sees the ‘‘ apple of his eye” 
led to the altar by a rival, all the male help- 
ing hands in the world won't heal his 
wounded affections. The only hand he wants 
is given to another, and the only cure he can 
think of at the time for such ‘‘discourage- 
ment ” is a dose of cold poison. 


who has been discouraged.” 


Butler has 
Ben has not been 


A Boston paper says: ‘* Ben 


become quite an old salt.” 


| very ‘‘fresh” for, lo! these many years; but 


the Boston paper was induced to make its re- 


| mark just after seeing Butler step aboard his 


yacht, and hearing him sing out to his jolly 
‘* Hi, there! Haul down the anchor 
boom, furl the bowsprit mizzen deck, unhitch 
the lee scuppers, let go the larboard watch 
figure-head, change the monkey-wrench and 
turn her heels to the wind—blast your eyes !” 
‘* Aye, aye, sir,” 
lined 


responded the well-discip- 


crew; and the orders of their com- 
mander were obeyed as if by magic. No 


wonder the Boston paper calls him an “ old 
salt.” 





SCIENTISTS tell us that fearful storms are 
raging in the sun, and .that the black spots 
which have appeared On the face of the orb 
recently are cavities hundreds of thousands of 
miles in depth. All the returns are not in, 
but we should think it would be safe to esti- 
mate the damages at more than seventeen 
hundred dollars, with no insurance. 


‘* THE failure of a coffee-house” is a head- 
line in a daily paper. And it is not surpris- 
ing. A man of ordinary intelligence would 
have known that a house built of coffee would 
not prove a success. But some wealthy men 
are so eccentric! A house made of cheese 
would be as strong 


stronger. 


as a coffee house—if not 


A circus actor’s life is full of springs, and 
death often comes to him in the fall. 


TCHERNICHEVSKI, a Russian novelist, is said 
to have originated nihilism. From the unique 
appearance of his cognomen, we infer that he 
also invented the dynamite bomb, and _ nar- 
rowly escaped becoming a victim to his own 
ingenuity. As it was, his name was blown 
into a thousand fragments, and in sticking the 
pieces together with Jones’ prepared glue, 
To be linked 
to such an appellative is punishment enough 
for originating nihilism. 


Ir you want to read a sensible, instructive 


| and elevating book, go to any public library 
/and ask for 


the one that is called for the 


least. 











It is proposed to teach Latin and Greek in 
the Girls’ High School at Carrollton. It is a 
capital idea, provided instruction in the Eng- 
lish language is excluded. When a man 
comes home from a political caucus at 2 A. M., 
permeated with an odor of one thing and 
another, if nothing worse, he would prefer to 
have his wife expresss an unbiased opinion 
of her husband in one of the dead languages 
—the deader the better—so dead, in fact, that 
he couldn’t understand a word of it. How 
ever, hair-pulling in Latin or Greek is about 
as easily comprehended as it is in English. 
The roots are analogous, so to speak. 


SoME one estimates that if a man lives to 
be seventy-two years old, he passes at least 
twenty-four of them in sleep. This is a rather 
low estimate—in case the man is a police- 
man. About ten years more of sleep should 
be added. If he is an editor, ten years should 
be deducted. ._S 


ARAMINTA’S LAMENT. 


ALas, they have departed, those dear romantic days, 
When ‘neath a latticed window lovers warbled tender 
lays, 
And tuned the light guitar in such a sentimental style, 
To win the heart of maidens, and their tenderness 
beguile; 
O, they never warble now! 


Of those days so long departed, it is wonderful to hear, 

When Grandisonian heroes in profusion did appear, 

Who for a lady’s favor would go down upon their knees, 

And stay there, too, submissively, her vanity to please; 
Do you see them kneeling now ? 


And, O, the pretty oaths of love and fond hyperboles! 
Their tender exultation and poetic rhapsodies! 
Comparing ladies’ eyes to stars, their teeth to Orient 
pearl, 
And thinking none so lovely as the one especial girl; 
If we could those days recall! 


And their manner of proposing, too, so eloquently fine, 

To be the favored object — how ecstatic! how divine! 

The charming art, it seems to me, is lost forever more, 

Or utterly disdained by those whom I encounter, for 
They do not propose at all. 


—C. H. THAYER. 


DAME FASHION has already mustard a small 
army of devotees to the new yellow tint. 


Why won’t Ben Butler go into politics once 
more? The country has worn a sober face 


too long. 





AFTER THANKSGIVING. 
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THEATRICAL BRIEFS. 


May Your Honor please: 

In compliance with your instructions, duly received 
and noted, I proceeded, on Saturday last, to investigate 
the disturbances and outbreaks which have attracted 


| 
| 





so much attention in the neighborhood of the Brower | 


House. Sifting the mass of information laid before 
me by apparently credible witnesses, I reduced the 
preliminary basis of my proceedings to the following 
facts: 

Every night, from the hour of eight Pp. ™. 
hour of eleven-thirty pP. M., and 


until the 
appalling 
sounds, cries, and vociferous noises are heard to a dis- 


strange 


tance of five hundred yards from the Brower House 
aforesaid. 

The sounds, cries, and noises are of various and dif- 
ferent natures, some of them resembling the roar of 
animals afflicted with stomachic 
again, suggest the hissing of escaping steam and the 
vibration of boilers about to burst; still others seem 


disorders ; others, 


to indicate surgical operations or physical injuries of 
great gravity—so terrible are the groans and moans 
to be heard; frequently there are loud bellowings and 
ravings, as of hordes of professional lunatics recently 
escaped from Bloomingdale Asylum. 

These cries, noises, and sounds prevail with varying 
intensity during the entire period of time aforesaid 
without any cessation or abeyance whatever. 

The most diligent investigation on the part of the 
persons residing in the neighborhood has failed to dis- 
cover any Iron Foundry, Stock Yard, Idiot Asylum, 
Hospital, or Zoological Gardens in the immediate 


vicinity—it being obvious to the meanest intelligence 


that the sounds and noises of which complaint is made | 


could be satisfactorily reconciled with the existence of 
some such institution. 

On taking testimony, among others, of one Andrew 
better known as ‘‘ Andy,” the spiritual adviser of the 
Brower House, and a young man of much intelligence, 
I was induced to extend my researches in the direction 
of the Fifth Avenue Theater, so-called, under the man- 
agement of Colonel John H. Haverly. I was attracted 
to it by the singular coincidence that every night, a 
few moments after the cessation of the sounds, cries, 
and noises aforesaid, a large number of men and wom- 
en, in a state of severe mental depression and physical 
fatigue, are in the habit of gladly and eagerly rushing 
into the open air out of the theater aforesaid. 

Almost simultaneously with the glad and eager 
escape of these persons by the front door of the said 
theater, a large, stout, and powerful man, of the figure 
and evident occupation of a blacksmith or a foundry- 
man, leaves the building by a rear entrance, utterly 
exhausted and dripping with perspiration, as if he had 
been indulging in very violent exercise. 

Shrewdly combining these two circumstances, I called 
upon Mr. Charles L. Andrews, the handsome and cour- 
teous representative of Colonel John H. Haverly, and 
made my character and commission known to him, 
whereupon I was conducted, at the hour of eight-thirty 
Pp. M., to a seat in the lower stage box, right hand side. 

From circumstances which immediately transpired, I 
am forced to conclude that the true and only explana- 


tion of the cries, sounds, noises, and uproars recently 
complained of in Twenty-eighth street lies in the fact 


that John McCullough, Esquire, has been playing Vir- 








THE JUDGE. 


ginius in Colonel Haverly’s Fifth Avenue Theater, on 
that street situated. 

I shall now search the Revised Statutes to ascertain 
whether or not Mr. McCullough’s performances of Vir- 
ginius come, with the cries of unlicensed vendors and 
the unlawful ringings of junkmen’s bells, under the 
Sanitary Code of the Board of Health. 

In respect to the performance of Daniel Rochat at 
the Union Square Theater I have briefly to report that, 
so far as I can learn, there is nothing whatever in the 
plot or its development contravening a single clause of 
the Constitution or irreconcilable with the principles of 
the common law. 
vest that Daniel’s behavior is extremely irrational and 


At the same time, I venture to sug- 
amazingly imbecile. The appointment of a commis- 
sion de lunatico inquirendo, however acutely it might 
be resented by Mr. Charles R. Thorne, Jr., would, in 
my opinion, put an end to the ridiculous unreason of 
Daniel, by removing him to an asylum for the mentally 
intirm. I have to add a strong recommendation to Mr. 
Thorne that he should acquire a new variety of expres- 
sion for his face, the cast-iron look of supercilious dig- 
nity which he has affected for such a long time being 
pretty well worn out and in need of renovation. 

At the Windsor Theater, in the Bowery, Miss Jeffreys- 
Lewis is at present engaged in treating several hundred 
emigrants from Jerusalem to an alleged view of Two 
Nights in Rome. 
two-thirds 
sists of persons who suppose Two Nights in Rome to 


I find, on credible testimony, that at 
least of the audience, every evening, con- 
be a revised version of that favorite drama of the 
ery, Ten Nights in a Bar-Rome. 

My extensive report on theater hats will be offered to 
your Honor’s consideration next week. 

All of which is respectfully submitted. 
THE REFEREE. 


s0W- 


“The Wild Rose af Hoboken” was begun in No. 3 of “THE 
JupGE.” Back numbers may be obtained af any first-class 
neiesdealer. 


THE WILD ROSE OF HOBOKEN 


(Hoboken is opposite New York); 
OR, 


The Fatal Gift of Beauty. 


A THRILLING STORY OF OUR EPOCH, 


BY JEPER JAMES 


ax All tights Reserved “@a 





CHAPTER I—(Continued). 

Tue Wild Rose of Hoboken was still on the 
pluff. 

Disappointment seemed to have marked 
her for its own with indelible ink. 

(The author would here ring in a puff for a 
certain kind of marking ink, if he thought 
the editor would not chop it out, but probably 
the proprietor of that ink will understand 
whom he refers to, and thus take the will for 
the deed and inclose a fiver to him.) 

But to resume. 

Darkness began to gather, and animation 
to nestle under the coverlid of night. 

It isn’t often that I fling myselfinto poetry; 
but to resume. 

It grew dark, but its terrors did not move 
the Wild Rose. On the contrary, she seemed 
rooted to the spot, and continued to gaze 
wistfully toward the great city. 

Every now and then she would poise her- 
self upon one ot, and raising the other 
slowly she thoughtfully scratched her neatly- 
turned ankle, for a bloody Jerseyite had fas- 
tened upon its unstockinged beauty and was 
boring for her fresh young blood. 

‘‘He comes not,” she said, ‘‘ he comes not. 
I have arival! Oh, for a nickel; one single 
nickel!” she cried, as the tears dried from her 
eyes and a deep flush overspread her face. 

Ha, ha! ho, ho! 

[TO BE CONTINUED. ] 
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Mr. Blaine as a Dutchman (vide his late doings with our 
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national quests) posturing for the future. 


man, Blaine, from the State of Maine! 


The Melancholy Days. 

THE melancholy days have come, the sad- 
dest of the year. Bryant never would have 
penned that sentiment if he hadn't have had 
something in his eye—his mind’s eye. He 
was probably thinking of the Fair Season. 
Yes, it is upon us. How sad is the fate of the 
young man around whom ‘important. busi- 
not throw arms these cool 
these evenings of fairs. They are 
led like lambs to the slaughter, and made to 
take chances in dolls, albums, baby carriages, 
pincushions, placques, and goodness knows 
what not. And to make it worse for them 
than it used to be, the managers of fairs now 
employ professional drummers of most beauti- 
ful mien and seductive ways to rope in the 
susceptible and unwary. They smile, they 
encourage, they artfully wheedle in the eause 
of charity or a church debt, and as a rule 
they earn the large salaries or percentages 
they receive, for between this time and Christ 
mas they will work off more trash than a fleet 
of steamships could carry. Indeed, this is a 
melancholy and a chilly season for susceptible 
men and their purses. 


ness’ does her 


evenings— 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS. 


“ BOWERY.’’—Too long by two-thirds, 
JUBAL GaUNT.—We Gaunt do it, you know. 
W. P.—“ Returned With Thanks” is declined with thanks. 


| The other will do. 


‘“ EL_y FLy.’—Don’t be discouraged because your first at- 
tempt has not met with favor. Try again, and you may porsi- 
bly catch on. 

H. L. WILLIAMS.—Your “ Othello”’ is not made 
original way. Don’t send us any Moor of that style, 

W. H. M.—Don’t 
man” 


up un an 


for heaven's sake! 
has been run into the 


That style of “ young 
ground, where he should be 
allowed to remain until the present generation has passed 
away at all events; it tries our Patience terribly. 

Jump.—Glad you like THE JUDGE, for it puts yon right in the 
fashion. Sketch accepted. 

“YES ?"—No. 

G. B.—** After reading what I send you, do you think there is 
any danger of my becoming a comic writer?’ We think not. 

M. C.—Your “ Breathings " accepted, but please draw shorter 
breaths in the future. 

“COLOR BLIND.”’—No. 
white. 


General Sherman’s hair is almost 
Don’t be fooled by pictures, 
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A TALE OF TO-DAY. 


The speculator of Wall street, so flush | There comes a change over the spirit of | The old-fashioned Wall street man 


that he don’t know what to do with | his dreams. And this illustrates the | 
it, But—— | old truism: “ We are here to-morrow 
hut gone to-day.” 


The Elastic Elephant. 


‘* TALKING about proboscidian pachyderms, ” 
said Major Boggs, thoughtfully, the other 
night at the club, ‘‘ reminds me-—” 

‘*Tf you dare call me such a name as that, 
sir, outside of these precincts,” roared old Mr. 
Squiffleton, who had just awakened from a 
stertorous post-prandial apoplectic dream, ‘* I 
will make you swallow your words, sir.” 

‘* What's the matter with you, Squiff?” in- 
terjected young Smith, of the —— Bank. 
‘“You've been asleep. No one was talking 
about you; we were yarning about ele- 
phants.” 

‘*Beg pardon—very sorry—thought he 
meant me,” replied the old gentleman. 
‘‘Very sorry. Please ring the bell and give 
your orders, gentlemen ; mine’s brandy and 
water.” 

We were all sitting in the smoking-room 
after a good dinner, and the Major, who had 
been in India and was great on elephants, had 
been relating how many he had killed, and 
how he used to cook their feet and trunks in 
hot sand. 


‘* They’re deuced nice that way,” continued | 


the Major, ‘‘only you mustn’t eat the skin. 
That’s beastly indigestible. The cars are 
pretty good, too, but they require soaking, 
and that’s about all that’s fit to eat of them.” 

‘‘No good steaks on ‘em?” queried Joe 
Tylderson, the great connoisseur of things 
edible. 

‘*Can’t say there are, 


replied the Major. 


ment of four hundred men, and no meat in 
camp. The men were getting discontented, 
so I loaded my partridge gun with buckshot, 
and went out before breakfast and shot a 
couple of young elephants—little three-ton fel- 
lows, you know—tender birds.” 

‘* Ah!” said Tylderson, his mouth watering. 


of forty years ago, 


anchovy sauce; and we built a fire round a 
huge iron tank, used for confining soldiers in, 


' and cooked them for eighty-seven hours and 


fifty minutes, but they weren't good.” 

‘‘T should say not,’’ said Tylderson; ‘‘ you 
cooked them too long, and you should not have 
skinned them. It is the skin that preserves 
the flavor of the meat.” 

‘*How did you carve them?” queried little 
Bifkins. 

‘Simplest thing in the world,” replied the 
Major. ‘I got the largest pitchfork in camp, 
and plunged it into the middle of the back. 
We made a dish out of a large empty stone 
fountain, and I got on a ladder and cut the 
breast, close to the backbone down on each 
side with my sword.” 

“That’s the way,” said Tylderson, ‘but I 
think the stuffing was a mistake. It should 


have been a barrel of salt and a hogshead of 


water, with about six hundred cloves of gar- 
lie.” 

‘Never mind,” retorted the Major, ‘‘ we 
were roughing it, and had to do the best we 
could. Each slice off the breast was enough 
for twenty-six men and a drummer-boy; and 
as fast as I carved they brought up their can- 
teens. The greatest difficulty was getting my 
sword round the joint of the hind leg,” con- 
tinued the Major. 

‘*But you didn’t take your pitchfork out ?” 
queried Mr. Tylderson. 

“Not by a jugful, I didn’t. It took me 
three-quarters of an hour, however, before I 


| finished the first one, and had the skeleton 
‘*T was once in the Himalayas with a detach- | 


clean. By the way, I forgot tosay I had two ser- 
geants shoveling out the stuffing with spades. 
But it looked pretty when I got throught. 
There was a good deal of meat on the side 
bones, but I didn't let the men have it. It’s 


| not healthy. I kept the wish-bone for myself. It 


‘“*Yes,” continued the Major, “but they | 


weren't good. I skinned ’emand cleaned 'em 


and took the gizzards out, and made a nice | 


stuffing with two sacks of onions and four hun- | 


dred pounds of flour, and a tablespoonful of 


was three feet six inches long—splendid pick- 
ings.” 
Here there was a general chorus of: 
‘Wish-bone on an elephant, Major ?” 
“‘Certainly,” replied the Major, emptying 
his glass, ‘‘just the same as a canvashack; 


| makes a splendid Gothic top to a window, too, 





after it’s cleaned and polished. But, as I was 
saying, it’s not healthy eating—too rich. 
After the rains in the Himalayas they are 
better, because there’s a certain kind of weed 
comes up which they like, and which gives 
the flesh a peculiar flavor. 

‘*T used to shoot ‘em from behind a blind; 
put out about fourteen dummy elephants in 
the water, and when the real elephants came 
to see what they were, I’d knock ‘em over 
right and left sometimes.” 

‘*T killed an elephant once,” said Bifkins, 
‘‘without intending to, either. It was in 
England.” 

‘‘D——d nonsense!” muttered the Major. 

‘There are no elephants in England, except 
in menageries, circuses and zoological gar- 
dens.” 
‘That's 
Mine was acircus elephant, a 
performing elephant, one of the most tracta- 
ble, gentle creatures ever created. But I 
don’t want to tell the story. It makes me 
feel bad yet, although I was only a boy when 
it happened, and I don’t believe that I've in- 
tentionally killed a fly since.” 

‘*Go on, Biff!” we all cried. 

‘* Well, boys, if I must I suppose I'll have 
to, but I don’t want to be interrupted until 
I’m finished. 


‘* Exactly,” said Bifkins, quietly. 
how it was. 


“You see, this elephant did not perform in 
the ring. He was a sort of a side-show ina 
big caravan. I supposed he used to draw it 
himself, but his keeper was so fond of him he 
wouldn’t let him even do that. He could do 
everything he was told. Swing his trunk 
sideways, like a pendulum, and tell the time 
if you showed him a watch; he could wag 
both ears and play a tune on a mammoth cal- 
lope, fire a rifle with his trunk, and hit the 
bull’s-eye at thirty yards four times out of 
five.” 

‘‘D——d nonsense this,” growled the 
Major. 

‘* You promised not to interrupt,” said Biff. 
‘Tf you do, I can’t tell the story. Yes, he 
could hit atarget at thirty yards, holding it 
with his trunk. He left enough of the end 
hanging down underneath so as to pull the 
irigger with it. 

‘* Well, I had read all about the tailor who 
pricked the elephant’s trunk with a needle, 
and how he got soused from head to foot with 
dirty water, and I thought mebbe if I pricked 
his trunk with a pin when he wasn’t looking, 
and then ran away, he might squirt a lot of 
dirty water over mother’s new bonnet. 

‘*You see, she’d spanked me just before I 
came to the circus, and I felt mean and want- 
ed revenge, and I was always a bad boy. But 
I didn’t get a chance for half an hour, for his 
keeper gave him a battledore and shuttlecock, 
and he curled his trunk round the battledore, 
and he never missed the shuttlecock once for 
ten minutes.” 

‘‘ What else did he do?” asked Tylderson. 

‘‘Oh, lots of things. Played the drum, 
cooked a beefsteak on a big frying-pan, knew 
when it was done and turned it over into a 
dish, picked out any card from the pack that 
you named—did everything, in fact, except 
talk.” 
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‘*D——d nonsense!” interjected the Major. 
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“Come to the point, sir! 


How did you 
kill this elephant with a pin 7” 

‘'That’s what I'm coming to, if you'll only 
give me time,” Bifkins. ‘You 
didn’t tell all your elephant stories in ten min 


rejoined 


ntes, and this is the only one I’ve got--ewe 
lamb, as it were. 

‘* Well, after awhile the keeper said he was 
tired, and he’d take up a little collection to 
buy the elephant a new blanket, as the win- 
ter Was coming on, and, if we were pleased, 
we could give anything we liked, as the crea- 
ture was so gentle and had afforded us so 
much amusement. So, while he went round 
With a tin-plate, and while mother was fishing 
out a shilling, I looked at the elephant and lie 
did seem kind o' tired, with his trunk all hang- 
ing down and his eyes shut and looking all 
wore out, so 1 got at the side of the cage, and, 
with a pin Vd stuck into a stick, I jabbed him 
right in the trunk and ran away.” 


‘Dp d nonsense!” roared the Major. ‘* Is 
that all?” 
“All? It was all of the elephant. There 


was the most frightful hissing you ever heard, 
like ten steam-engines biewing off at once, 
and that clephant grew smaller and smaller, 
and littler, and_littler, until he sank on the floor 
with nothing Jeft of him but his skin, dying 
dying—dead.” 

Here Bifkifis buried his head in his hands, 
and his sobs shook the whole room. 

There. was a solemn silence for some mo- 
ments, only broken by Tylderson inquiring: 

‘** What made him collapse that way?” 

‘Tt was his nature,” said Bifkins, ‘‘ his na- 
ture. He couldn’t help it. He was India- 
rubber.” 

‘Gentlemen,’ said the Major, rising stiffly 
and making toward the hat-room, ‘‘ the rules 
of this club do not permit me to call any man 
a liar, but I wish it distinctly recorded as my 
positive opinion that there is not a word of 
truth in the story we have just listened to. As 
a gentleman and a soldier, I shall enter my 
protest at the next meeting of fhe directors 
against Mr. Bifkins being allowed to continue 
a member of this club,” and the Major stalked 
out, left foot first, at a regulation thirty-three 
inch march, and little Bifkins rang the bell, 
and, as the crowd said ‘* How?” old Squiffle- 
ton woke up again and remarked: ‘ Fine 
animals, elephants.”—San Francisco News- 


Letter. 


Ir any of our friends in the Western wilds 
feel murderousWy inclined at this time, they 
are informed that a rich field is open to them 
in this city until the first of January. When 
Mr. Tracy coolly shot and killed Mr. Miller 
here the other day, Assistant District Attor- 
ney Beecher, son of the great Brooklyn divine, 
promptly urged Justice Donohue to admit Mr. 
Tracy to bail. Mr. Beecher may not be fa- 
miliar with the Code of Criminal Procedure: 
in faet, may know no law at all. Would-be 
murderers will bear this in mind, and act 
quickly. 





Boss undertakers are now known as ‘‘ Man- 
aging Obsequitors.” Why not call them 
‘¢ Funereai Filibusters,” and have the title elec- 
trotyped ? 


THE JUDGE. 


A FOREST BALLAD. 
If this be trees-on, inake the most of it -Patrick Henry. 
Ir was a proud young lamberman 


Who axed my heart and hand 
If yew love me as I love yew 


Our marriage shall be planned.” 


J doted on his stalwart form, 
And, like a silly LOOSE, 

Thought ne’er was seen a smarter lad, 
Nor one who looked so spruce, 


His eves were hazel in their hue, 
His hair was chestnut tint 
His mouth ne'er uttered locust words, 


His breath ne'er smelt of mint. 


He had a grasp for every palm, 
A tender grip for mine; 

He was so poplar with the girls, 
They all for him did pine. 


He said: 


Beech chaste and alway 8 soud— 


* Oak careful be, my dear, 


‘Tis little I know of the world, 


I'm booked up, buttonwood.” 


He left me for the leafy glades, 
And went by Maine trunk line 
To Androscoggin’s logging camp, 


On chops to daily dine. 


I willow any one a debt 
Of gratitude if they 
Bring tidings of my absent ‘* mash,” 


Now three long years away. 


If he’s cut down, ah, woe is me! 
We'll never wed in church, 

As sure’s Mag Nolia is my name, 
And his Mackensie Birch. 

But let us hope for better luck 
To come from Fortune’s realm 

Here rafter Mac may plank a fee 
When Hymen grabs the ‘elm. 

And if he never should return, 
The sequel may be guess‘d: 

Like Cleopatra, I shall die 


With aspen grief-torn breast. 
—SNEKUL. 


THE Bernhardt was always great on the 
get-up, and now she has got her back up, be- 
cause one of her company here with her pre- 
sumes to the honor of abusing America, claim- 
ing that she did it herself. That is right. 
Sarah, don’t allow anybody to steal any of the 


honors that belong to you, especially this one of 


satirizing a people who were advertised into 
making fools of themselves on your account 
and putting a few hundred thousand dollars 
into your hungry purse. We know how weak 
we are, and nothing pleases us so much 2s to 
have our shortcomings shown up and des- 
canted upon by a superior race. 
‘ONE sweetly solemn thought 
Comes to us, o’er and o’er "— 
THE JUDGE ne’er pays for articles 
Which have been used before. 


THE great American plunger’s wife thinks 
her husband is a better man than she took 
him to be. 

Suppose the ‘solitary New Zealander” 
should be a woman, to whom will the poor 
old girl show her new store clothes? 


Now speedily approacheth that joyous time 
when Santa Claus will make his presents felt. 














THIS IS THE RACKET. 


| MODERN MURDERER—/lo his lawyers Remember, I am 


msane ti afle) 


The &mith 


Family. 


Many families in this country Claim to come 
of the first aristocratic families of the old 
country. They claim with pride what their 
ancestors have done, but they themselves 
have done nothing. But there is one fame- 


ily in. this country that has done more, and 


been stopped from vole al 


the base minions of the law, than any other, 


y further by 


) I mean the noble and illustrious Smith family. 





O! noble name! The bank cashier, when he 
balances his books, and finds that there is a 
(leficiency, and knowing that such things will 
not be taken, immediately assumes the sur- 
hame of Sinith and goes toward Canada. My 
sister had a fellow named Smith once; he was 
a noble youth, just budding into manhood, and 
his mustache was in the same condition. 
Smith used to take her out and treat her to 
ice cream, ete. But he never thought that 
while he was taking her out she was taking 
him in; for when he proposed she said that 
she liked a name like Montgomery, and that 
Smith was too short for her, and he, thinking 
that it reflected on his pocket-book, got mad, 
and she left him to his fate and mustache. It 
is not generally known, but Vulcan was the 
first member of the Smith family. 
black Smith. He ruled the convention, and 
made more bolts than John Kelby has or can 
ever expect to make. 


He was a 


But the Smith family, 
through all ages, has been looked up to; and 
to belong to that family you must be a bank 
president or cashier in some institution. The 
Smith family has spread over the earth as fast 
as steam could take them; and in days to 
come, when the five-cent schooner and Jim 
Blaine will be forgotten, the Smith family shall 
rule the world. TOMMY, 


THE JUDGE respecttully proposes that here- 
after all epistolary advice as to the conduct 
of this paper shall be accompanied by a cer- 
tified bank check, or money-order, covering a 
year’s subscription. 





BLIFFERS sets his watch by the City Hall 
dial, and his friends sarcastically note that he 
believes in having a high old time. 


THE JUDGE much prefers a cute contributor 


to acute bronchitis. 
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CHORUS: 
HE FARCE AS SOON AS POSSIBLE 
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THE VIGILANTE’S STORY. 


INNERCENT Yaas; bu happened we int kt 
that al 
I , the deed was d be ill 1 il repair 


th 
La hief, we wed, when he ewe 
An Ww i s’picions pinted ary a man 
He sed | never liked ther looks of that tarna 

‘ ‘ D 
He { met h t couple times, an’ he didn’t look 

= in, 

\ e ( | the hull, he war a slij 

s 1 snear 
Dan war a quiet sort of el ] who lived ‘round cher bend 


of the road 

He hea come thar a short time before, whar from there's 
no one knowed 

How he lived, his wife an’ he, war a puzzle, as he nevet 
done any work 

An’ stealin’ mules war a likely ‘nuff job for sech a shift- 


less shirk 

some eighteen or 
An’ woke up Dan, an’ advised him to come without 
But his wife she went into hysterics an’ fainted dead 


An’ Dan swore he ir innercent, an’ awed for time t 


A pious game; but we couldn't see it, an’ fetched him 

An’ in less'n a minute hed ‘round his neck a halter 

We escorted him to a shady spot ‘neath a gnarled old 
hick ry limb 

Whe. we generally strung up such hoss-stealing critter 


as him. 


Hung him Wal, stranger, tl 


‘'s ‘bout the size of it, 


But first we offered him a last chance to confess; 
He denied the transaction, as we expected he would 
An’ then we swung him into eternity for all an’ good! 


. . * . * * 


Next minute a messenger came runnin’ with face all 
scared an’ ablanch, 

To say the mule hed been found O. K. on another part 
of the ranche! 

700d God! An’ Dan war dead! Don’t say ‘twas sim 
ply sad 

‘Twas terrible! An’ thar wa'’n't a Vigilanty but what 
felt mighty bad 

We couldn't bring Dan back; though if an X would ‘ve 
done the job, 

Jones would hey gladly paid it, as he sed with a sort 
of sob: 

jut he did the square thing after all, did Jones, as I 
consider 


He went right to work and took up a collection for th: 
widder! 


‘* Do you know who you're pushing?” said 
one person to another at a ball. 

‘‘No, and I don’t care,” said the other, 
assuming a belligerent attitude. 

“Well,” said the other, cooling down, ‘‘ my 
names Charles Bowen.” 


A DISGUSTING spectacle: Guiteau, like a 


snarling, mangy cur, barking in the ears of 
justice who has condescended to favor him as 
other criminals are favored, less deserving. of 


favor than he is. It’s almost a pity that his 


trial is not taking place out West. 


THE JUDGE. 


A MIXED HUNTER. 


He had been trying for some time to tell a 


sensational story, but somehow or other 
somebody crowded him out at every attempt. 
Finally a friend interfered and asked to have 
a chance given ‘iim, and this being agreed to, 
old Boozer commenced: 


‘All right. 


I was hunting big game, and one day I came 


You see it was in Montana. 


across some huge bear tracks, hic! They 
were as big as the track of a snow-shoe, and 
I knew the bear must weigh at least two ton. 
But I took the trail, (hie!) and followed fon 
about three miles. There was about ten feet 
of snow on the ground, and the road was 
rough. Well, finally I came to a river, splen 
did river, all lined with tall grass and splen 
But still I followed the tracks ot 
that bear in the snow until I came to a_ high 


did flowe rs 


mountain, 

‘It was dreadfully hot, and my clothing was 
wet through with perspiration, and if it 
hadn’t been for the snow that blew in my face 
continually I am sure I should have died. But 
I never lost track of 


I was bound to have him, see’? 


don’t you forget it, (hic!) 
that panther! 
And it rained 

“My gun was a breech-loader with fixed 


Lord! how it did come down! 


ammunition, but it rained so hard, (hie!) it 
rained so much water that I had to swallow 
my cartridges to keep ’em dry. That was 
‘cause I was so dry myself, see? It was ter 
rible going, but the lidn could keep ahead of 
me because he could make his way through 
the prairie grass faster’n I could. 

Here he paused a moment as though to re- 
gain the trail of his story. 

‘‘ You see I was bound to bring that elephant 
skin home, and after having it stuffed I was 
going to present it to the Travelers’ Club; but 
there’s many a slip between the sidewalk and 
the banana skin. I got into a bower of nar- 
cotie trees and flowers, and the perfume over- 
I sat down on a cake of ice 
When I woke up that hip- 
popotamus was chawing away at my leg, and 
had it nearly off. Ofcourse I kicked with 
what I had left, but Here he fell asleep, 
and the party never heard the sequel of that 
wonderful adventure. 


came me, hic! 
and went to sleep. 


THE ‘‘Newfoundland Banks” cannot be 
destroyed by snide cashiers. 


SusPICcION comes between a pair— 
He feels her digits in his hair, 


And rather thinks ‘‘ she’s got me there?” | 


ONE of our compositors unblushingly sug- 


| gests that it is the proper caper to set don- 


key jokes in bray-vier. 

HOLE cities are embraced in Pennsylvania’s 
oil territory. 

THURLOW WEED says he has cast. more 
votes than any other living man in New York. 
He ought to be ashamed of himself if it’s so. 
The idea of an old man like him stuffing the 
ballot-box and then telling of4t.—Down East 
Daily. 


| head like a horse. 


Clish-Clash. 


THEY had concluded their usual breakfast 
argument, and, like a fat grenadier on a 
forced march, poor Larry Lodgenight panted 
** Well,” gasped he, 


might have been much worse,” and he ten- 


for breath. things 
derly sopped his battered forehead with a wet 
towel. ‘* Yes,” she gently chirruped, *‘! 
might have convinced you with a flat-iron, 
but the poker worked to a charm, didn’t it, 
love?” Exit the reticent victim in search of 
cobwebs to stanch the ruddy flow. An hour 
afterward Larry was regaling his commisera- 
tive married brethren at the corner grocery 
with a tale which was all head. L. 


.. 


Jimmy Husrep, the great step-laddie, tried 
to drive in his nail head first. 


His old 


man was good on the connterpoint, too. 


Tom SAYRES, JR., 18 & musician. 


Mr. Hayes tucks in his blonde hair behind, 
walks placidly down the village street, and 
Wishes that he had false teeth, sothat he could 
he mistaken for George Washington. 

JAY GOULD is said to be good to a broker 
when he’s broke. 


Ivory dust is saved and made into a jelly. 
If'a man should eat any of it, he would think 
he had swallowed a billiard ball. 

EVEN if a man isn’t a bit fresh, that doesn’t 
prove that he is an old salt. 

JACKSON was telling a crowd that he verily 
believed that no living man could eat a quail 
every day for thirty days; that any man who 
could eat up to twenty days would be the 
most pitiable object on earth. Just then a 
tramp touched him on the arm, and said: 
‘* Boss, for God’s sake, give me something to 
buy some roast beef or pumpkin pie.” 

‘““What’s the matter with you?” asked 
Jackson. 

‘I’m a lost hunter. I’ve lived on quail for 
twenty-five days, and am dying for something 
new. Td likea chop or two, for instance.” 

MICHIGAN is to have a new museum. 
it will contain M. Quad’s fur cap. 


Hope 


THE latest sea-scrpent is said to have hada 
One of the old horse-ma- 


| rines, probably. 


SOMEBODY says that the Boston Post has be- 
come old and bald. 
not true of its jokes. 


But, of course, that is 


THE new British ‘mmister is bald-headed. 
Sorry, but theré is very little ballet in Wash- 
ington. 

THE reason why some of our restaurants 
put so many carrots on their Irish stew is to 
make it look red-headed. 

































































AN AZSTHETIC WRAP. 


Sue looked as if her system held 
The remnant of a stale emetic; 

A lily in her hand she smelled— 
This maiden wistful and esthetic. 


The clouds foretold a coming storm, 
November’s breeze was harsh and chilly, 
No cloak enwrapped her fragile form, 
Her clothing shielded her but illy. 


November's air was raw and wet, 
But she did not appear to mind it. 
‘« Patience!” she said, ‘ I'll have it yet; 
Patience! I shall be sure to find it!” 


A-down Broadway she slowly passed, 
As on a careful quest she sauntered; 
But saw a fur-store sign at last, 
And then picked up her dress and cantered. 


For her the counter long and wide 

Was piled with dolman, sacque, and ulster; 
3ut like an autumn breeze she sighed, 

As if an inward chill convulsed her. 


To sealskins fine as fine could be 
Did salesmen eagerly commend her. 
‘ Alas!” she said, ‘‘I fain would see 
A something soulful, soft and tender.” 


she said between her sighs, 
‘‘ No bright, appreciative soul, man.” 
A clerk then laid before her eyes 

A sweet and restful otter dolman. 


‘ You have,” 


He named the price, she paid the bill, 
For all that she was worth it got her. 
She said: ‘* Life holds some blessings still; 
For this, oh! this, is quite too otter!” 


CARL BRENT. 


INCLINED THAT WAY. 


A STORY FOR BACHELORS. 


BY “BRICKTOP.” 

DuRING the next few days Toft McGudgeon 
employed himself in finding out whether Clara 
Queen was a fraud or not. 

He had but little trouble when he once got 
upon the scent in ascertaining most positively 
that she was; that she had *‘set her cap” for 
high game many a time and oft, but being 
balked, she at last took to answering ‘‘mat- 
rimonials.” 

And he found out that he was not the first 
one that she had dawned upon in this way, 
but he did find out that 
rather than get no husband at all—she had 
fastened her hooks upon him for better or for 
worse. 


as a last resort— 


Down went McGudgeon’s heart again! 
Down also went his face, and everybody saw it. 
But he pulled himself together sufficiently 
to survive the blow and to write a letter to the 


designing Clara, informing her of his discov- | 


eries, and 0° his intention to call the whole af- 
fair off. 

Those were troublesome times for Toft Mc- 
Gudgeon, for it seemed to him that everybody 
knew all about it, and it wasn’t Tom Tripper’s 
fault if they did not. It was prodigiously fun- 
nyv—for him. 

Clara Queen did not deign to reply, but her 
lawyer did for her. 

Yes, it was a very tart reply, coming as it 
did in the shape of a notice of action about 
to be instituted against him for breach of 
promise, and before he fairly realized it he was 
a live defendant in the case. 




















OUR CITIZEN 
Captain: There, there, Corporal, don’t cry; well soon be home. 


This 


almost broke his noble heart—noble 


; 


with an “ig” in front of it—and he felt just as | 


though he wished that somebody would steal 
his body and hide it away from the world. 

But of course all sorrow has its run. It 
bothered him dreadfully during the first: few 
days, especially as he was obliged to confess 
to his employer and beg him to become his 
bail. But after he had pulled himself togeth- 
er, he ventured to open and investigate some 
of the other candidates who had answered his 
matrimonial advertisement, for it will be re- 
membered that he put the remainder of the 
letters into his trunk unopened, resolving to 
keep them until after his ‘‘ golden” wedding 
with Clara Queen, when he would open and 
show them to her, and they could laugh over 
them. 

Things are not always what they seem. 

Alack! and, more or less, alas! 

There was another; I will not breathe her 
name, even in type. She wrote in her letter 
that she had some money and two children, 
but she was yet young, and in spite of her ex- 
perience was still in favor of doubling up in 
life. 

With Tarquin strides McGudgeon approach- 
ed her. No morerushor gush for him. Indeed, 
he was not half so much inclined that way as 
he was when he met Clara Queen, but still he 
felt it to be his duty to marry a fortune if pos- 
sible. 

And it must be borne in mind that he had 
a breach of promise case on hand when he set 
out on this conquest, so it cannot be expected 
that he would appear at his best. 

But in this candidate he found an amiable 














SOLDIERS. 


widow, anxious to be courted, and with every- 
thing seemingly in her favor but those two 
boys of hers, the young mischiefs. He hated 
children. 

She pleased him, and he appeared to find 
favor in her eyes after she had stated her case. 
The only question was, how much money had 
she ? 

Resolved at the start to do nothing in haste 
as he had listened to 
statement regarding her worldly affairs, and 
then set aman at work upon the business to 
verify it. She panned out finely, and report 
made her worth at least fifty thousand dollars 
in her own right. 

Once assured of that, he offered himself as 
his share in the matrimonial partnership, and 
was at once accepted. Things looked pros- 
perous, and he got right down to the business 


before done, he her 


| of working up a short and decisive courtship. 





Meantime his landlady, Mrs. Wax, had her 
eyeupon him. Not a move of his escaped her 
that she did not afterwards find out, and as 
hope did not die out in her heart on account 
of discouragements, she continued secretly 
to put in her fine work. 

Some more alas! also some more alack ! 

Before a month had passed, McGudgeon 
learned that all the property of this charming 
widow had been left to her in trust for her 
children, and that in the event of her marry- 
ing again, it was to go into the hands of an 
uncle of theirs, who Was to make as much as 
possible out of it, and hand it over to them on 
their becoming of age, so that in reality she 
had to fall back naked upon her second 
husband, if one she concluded to take. 
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Blow upon blow, and this one nearly broke 


1 


him up; but when he wrote to her and in- | 


formed her that upon mature reflection he 
had concluded not to marry, and she flew into 


a rage and instituted an action for breach of | 


promise, it made him so sick that he took to 
his bed. 
Good Mrs. Wax, leving Mrs. Wax, nursed 


him tenderly for a week, besides going to his | 


employer and getting him excused, and at the | 


same time giving him ‘he history of his case. 

This brought Mr. Tripper to his bedside. 

‘‘Me., you are an old donkey, and I am 
going to double your salary on one condition,” 
said he, in his old business-like way. 

‘‘What is it ?” asked Mc., faintly. 

‘‘That you give up this foolishness of trying 
to marry a fortune.” 

McGudgeon groaned. 

‘‘T don’t say that you shall not get married 
if you want to, but don’t be a fool.” 

McGudgeon agreed to it at once. 

But he still needed nursing, and he needed 
time to think how he could get out of his two 
breach of promise scrapes, so he was given a 


which time Mrs. Wax was very sympathetic 


and solicitous. 

She was not at his bedside all the time, how- 
ever, for her sympathy was far-reaching. It 
reached out to those designing women who 
had sued him, and by adroit management, to- 
gether with an eloquent tongue, she induced 
them both to withdraw their suits on the pay- 
ment of costs, assuring them that that was all 
he was able to pay; telling them of his sick- 
ness, of his former insane notion of marrying 
a fortune, and that it would save all parties 
from ridicule if the cases were not suffered to 
get before the public. 

Then she went and told him all that she had 
done, or that she would be able to do, on one 
condition, only one. 

‘‘What is it?” he asked, taking her hand 
in a way that expressed his gratitude at least. 

‘‘T want you to get married, Mc.,” 
she, laughing merrily as she said it. 

‘* Married!” he exclaimed, starting up. 

Te," 

‘*Good gracious! haven’t 
that ?” 

‘‘No, you haven’t had any of it yet. You 
have only been experimenting on the outside.” 

McGudgeon groaned and concluded that she 
was right. 

‘What do you say ?” 

** Married ?” 

‘S Yes.” 

‘* Who to ?” 

She squeezed his hand and looked lovingly 
up into his eyes. 


said 


I had enough of 


‘*You?” he asked, after a moment’s hesita- 
tion. 

She nodded and showed her white teeth. 

‘*But this is awfully sudden.” 

‘* Indeed, not half so sudden as you proposed 
to make it with Clara Queen and the charm- 
ing widow. Now see how nicely I have fixed 
things for you. Your salary has been doubled: 


I have more than money enough to pay the | 


costs of the suits; I have an insurance on my 
life of five thonsand dollars; my house is pay- 
ing well, and I don’t see why we cannot get 





along first-rate, and have a good sum laid by 
for old age.” 

McGudgeon was thoughtful. So far as the 
insurance on her life was concerned, that didn’t 
appear a very glittering inducement, as she was 
several years younger than he was, healthy and 
buxom; but so far as her other statements were 
concerned, he could but say that 
right. 

And besides it was leap-year. 
of that too. 

So he consented, but for fear he might re- 
cant, she sent for a minister and two witnesses 
and had the business concluded at once, after 


she was 


He thought 


which they burned the remaining letters which 
he had received from candidates inclined that 
way, as an offering upon the altar of victori- 
ous Hymen. 

All of which is respectfully submitted as 
going to show that women are the smartest in 


the dangerous game of matrimony, and that 


her victims are generally made sick in one 


| way or another before they finally surrender, 


and some are mean enough to say that this 


| sickness in another shape continues long after- 
week longer as a sort of vacation, during | 














| relative merits of ‘Pleasures of Hope’ 


a 





wards. 


(THE END. } 


‘*MaMMA, whom does this picture repre- 
sent?” 

‘Mr. Talmage, my dear.” 

‘*Ts he a great man?” 

‘* Yes, my dear, a very great man.” 

‘What did he do, mamma?” 

‘* He saved many souls.” 

‘* How, mamma?” 


‘“By preaching at such a distance from 
a great many people that they never were 


able to go and hear him.” 





‘‘Don’r you see how I am working it? 
Everybody who heard me in court, to-day, 
will think I am to his 
keeper. 


crazy.” —Guiteau 


HE strutted around in his glory, 
Got fat and red in the face, 
Now a leg or a wing tells the story 
Of feast and Thanksgiving grace; 
A week, and his taste is forgotten, 
The of his stuffing and all, 
And now we return to our mutton, 
While the *‘ wish-bone ” dries on the wall. 


‘* tone” 





Yes,” said 
mashed two girls on the ave. this aft.” 


George Montmorency, ‘‘] 
“on.” 
said Gilkerson, who was standing near, ‘‘] 
never thought you were such a killing young 
fellow.” 


AT a recent meeting of our debating soci- 
ety the question under discussion was, ‘‘ The 
and 
‘ Pleasures of Memory.’”’ 

The debate waxed warm, with the balance 
of argument in favor of the former. 

The majority inclined to the opinion that 
anticipation was half of enjoyment. 

The latest addition to our circle, however, 
turned the scale with the remark that ‘‘ he 
would a great deal rather remember having 
paid a bill, than to be always hoping to be 
able to do so.” 


THERE old gentleman in 
Brooklyn, who was much annoyed by the per- 
sistent attentions paid to his daughter by a 
rising but impecunious young lawyer. He 
objected particularly to the length of the calls, 
and tried numerous devices to induce the 
young man to leave at or before 10 P.M. He 
tried first saying ‘‘ Good-night,” in an em- 
phatic manner, and then retiring. The young 
man politely reciprocated the wish and re- 
mained. Then the old dodge of shutting up 
the blinds and slamming the windows was 
tried; the legal luminary courteously prof- 
fered his assistance, but remained. At last 
a bright idea struck the old gentleman. 
He had blinds so constructed that by shut- 
ting them up in a certain order and with 
a.certain rapidity, the 
‘* Home, Sweet Home ” 


was a certain 


was produced. De- 
lighted with his invention, he practiced a 
whole day upon it in order to attain a finished 
style, and to be able to play it with expression. 
In the evening the young lawyer arrived. 
Promptly at ten the crafty father commenced 
his grand performance with great effect upon 
the limb of the law. Still, he did not leave. 
He encored the performance, and seeing that 
further effort would be futile, the old man gave 
the usual blessing. There is a moral to this. 


Now that there is nothing to fight about, 
we never saw such a harmonious party as the 
Democratic party is. 
Some of the same, Tom! 


Let us conciliate. 


AN examination of the time-table of the N. 
Y., N. H. & H. R.R., reveals the important 


fact that whilst thirty-five trains go out of 


New York each day, only thirty-four return. 


This accounts for the annoying scarcity of 


cars. 


WHat the Press says of us: ‘‘Good;” 
‘* First-class;” ‘‘Excellent;” ‘‘ Red-hot;” ‘Lays 
them all out;” ‘‘ Come tostay;” ‘‘Ithas caught 
on;” ‘Finest in the land;” ‘‘ The but 
we haven't space for all they say of us without 
encroaching upon interesting advertising mat- 
ter; but in order that the world may not be 
cheated out of all these good and compliment- 
ary things, we will publish them in book form 
at five, ten, fifteen, twenty and twenty-five 
dollars per copy, according to binding, and 
on receipt of price they will be sent by mes- 





senger-boys to any part of the world, free of 


charge, unless you wish to stake the boys 
five or ten cents, to encourage literature and 
promptness of delivery. 

Wuat is the use of the first act of a play, 
anyhow? It is so sweetly fashionable to come 
in late, that it is all over with before one can 
hear what the actors are saying. Maybe, 
however, it is only intended as a dress parade 
for them. 


THE reply made by the American Bible So- 
ciety to the accusations made by their breth- 
ren of Connecticut of that same ilk, is rather 
aggravating to the Nutmeg Christians. ‘‘A 


soft answer turneth away wrath,” but the 
Yankee sojourners to the throne of grace re- 
gard this one as a genuine fly blister. 


suggestive air of 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 


No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


i=" STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 





THE JUDGE. 


ENO =X, 


THE HATTER'’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


| ENGLISH HATS, 
“WVartin’s” Umbrellas. 


“DENTS” GLOVES, 
Foreign Novelties. 


| QUALITY — THE BEST!! _@t 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable EX AQ "N*4&$§ can be found in every city in the United States. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 
None genuine without the trademark. 





yy 


New Catalogue Free. Send Stamp. 


LEGGAT BROTHERS, 


No. 81 CHAMBERS STREET, 
Third door West of Broadway NEW YORK. 





THE CHEAPEST NOVELTY HOUSE 


IN THE WORLD. 


GOLD! GOLD! Easily Made. 
$10 aday. Employ- 
ment for all. We 
want agents in every 
town in the U. 8S. and 
Canada to ..itroduce 
our new novelties. 
Jewelry, Watches, 
Tricks, Brazilian 
Diamonds, Cata- 
logue and Samples sent for 11 one 
cent stamps, Brazilian Diamonds 
in Studs, Rings, Pins, 25, 50, 7 

cents, $1.25 up to $18.00. Bankrupt 
Stock, Seven Shot Revolvers. 75 cents each; Stem Winding 
Watches, $3.00, A full line of Holiday Goods and Trick Cabi 

nets, from 25 cents up to $2.00 each. 


FELTON MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


No. 138 Fulton Street, N. Y. 


7 REASONS 


WHY 


BENSON'S CaPCINE PLASTERS 


SHOULD BE PREFERRED 
OVER ALL OTHER FAMILY MEDICINES. 


First-CLEANLINESS IN USE ; they are s0 im 
measurably neater and cleaner in use, and so much more power- 
ful, quicker and efficacious in removing ailments, than lini- 
ments, medicated oils, salves, pads of every description, oint- 
ments and lotions, that tie first reason should induce the publi: 
to prefer them. 

Second—INE XPENSIVENESS,;; without exception 
it is the cheapest meritorious household remedy ever com- 
pounded. 








Third—They are a great and necessary improvement on the 
slow action of India Rubber Porous Strengthening Plasters, and 
all remedies employed externally ; they possess all the merit of 
the India Rubber Porous Strengthening Plaster, and contain in 
addition thereto, newly incorporated active vegetable therapeutic 
agents, which act specially with an increased rubefacient, stim- 
uleting, strengthening, sedative and counter-tiritant effect. 

Fourth—Their action is more vigorous than electricity, and 
as a local remedy they are more powerful and penetrating. 


Fifth—One Benson's Capcine Porous Plas- 
ter will effect more than the use of a dozen of any other 
brand. 


Sizth—They will quickly cure ailments that other remedies, 
after continuous use and wear, fail to relieve. 


Seventh—Physicians prescribe them for their patients, pre- 
ferring them to any other porous plaster, which alone is over- 
whelming proof of their value and superior merit. 

CAUTION. 

See that the word CAPCINE is cut in the Plaster 

Take no other. Price 25 Cents. 


SEABURY & JOHNSON, 


Pharmaceutical Chemists, 


NEw yor 


THERE is nothing new under the sun. The latest in- 
vention in rail fences may be found fully illustrated in 


the Chinese alphabet.— Hackensack Republican. 


* AMATEUR.” —Yes; 
it requires no brains and very little money to run one. 


start a newspaper by all means; 


— Yonkers Gazette. 


Some people, when they are tight, are very consider- 
ate. Not long since Gus De Smith, being under the 
influence of a dinner party, called at the residence of 
Colonel McSpillkins, on Austin avenue. ‘* Ish Colonel 


McSpillkinsh in? I want ter shee him on ’portant biz- 


nish.” ‘Yes, sah,” responded the dusky menial. 
‘*Sho heesh in, is he? Well, if heesh in never mind 
disturbin’ him on my account. Tl call again shom 


day when heesh out.”— Texas Siftings. 


A Laby who suffered from phthisis, 

When asked by her lover for khthisis, 
Said, ‘‘I’ve such a cough 
You had better go ough, 

And be courting some healthier mhthisis.” 


—San Francisco News-Letter. 


A RAILROAD man met with a painful accident the 
other evening. He had just emptied one schooner of 
and was in the act of reaching for another when 


his wife appeared unexpectedly upon the scene. He 


beer, 


was caught between the bumpers with the usual result. 


— Peoria Tran script. 





Walker, Tuthill 2 Bresnan 


Successors to R. F. COLE & CO. 


PRINTERS’ WAREHOUSE, 


201-205 WILLIAM STREET, 


New York. 


Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calieys, Metal Furniture and 
Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
for Engravers’ Use. Blocking, Rout- 
ing, Mortising, Etc. 


The Bald-Headed Club, 
On a Jury, 
Red-Hot, 
By “BRICKTOP.” 
THREE OF THE FU NNIEST : BOOKS EVER PUBLISHED. 
PRICE, 10 CENTS EACH. 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 


Box 2730. 20 Rose street, N. Y. 





CORNER FRANKFORT STREET. 











BINDERS 


FOR FILING 


The Judge} 
IN BOOK FORM 
For sale at the office, 


and 15 Park Row, 
New York. 








SCIENCE. 


A WEEKLY RECORD OF SCIENTIFIC PROCRESS. 


Illustrated. JOHN MICHELS, Editor. Terms of subscription, $4 
ayear. Publication office, Room 17, Tribune Building, New York. 
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= Zz stamps accepted for amounts less than 
= EUREKA FRic K red NOVELTY co., 
_» Box 4614. 87 Warren Street, New York. 
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‘* How do you think my beard is coming on?” said PEARSON & 
young Fitzalamode to a friend. ‘Letting it grow, TALLMAN, 
aren't you?” ‘Yes. I think it will give me a mature 


look, you know.” ‘Perhaps so. But don’t you think = H I R 7. M A K E R >. 


it shows a tendency to turn in and clinch on the inside 


a ‘ a ak ; 389 Si -, cor. 2 ~ 
of your face? No further conversation.—New Haren 3 ixth Ave., cor 4th St., 
Ricsaftellions And 22 FOURTH AVENUE. 
Register. 
, : The largest and finest assortment of Silk and Wool Under 
In the world’s broad field of polo, wear in New York. Silk Umbrellas, Fine Neck Dressings, &« 
In the base-ball game of strife, Manufactory, 391 & 393 Sixth Avenue 





Many a shin is barked severely— ‘a . : 
You can bet your precious life! N .-H U BBA R D MILLE R, 
Erratic Enrique. 


Tuts is the Man who has had a Notice im the Paper. | LAL LOR and IMPORTER 


How Proud he is. He is stepping Higher than a Blind 


Horse.” If he had Wings he wouldlig. Nexf week the Nos. 101 & 103 Nassau &t., 





| Ca 

ALIVE DEMOCRATIC NEWSPAPER 
GEST CIRC 

THE ae OF ANY re LATION Paper will say the Man is a Measly Old Fraué, and the NEW YORK. 


BENNETT BUILDING. 


Man will not Step so High.—Eugene Field’ Primer. 
DEMOCRATIC DAILY WueEn a Boston girl is presented with a bouquet, she ME R 4 F lJ M A T | S Mi 





IN NEW YORK says: ‘Oh, how deliciously sweet. Its fragrance im- 


( ALL THE Fay (© \B a \ penetrates the entire atmosphere of the room. A Gout, Gravel, Diabetes, French Vegetal Salicylates, infallible 
, ala = : E\ \YU een 0 ‘Down East” girl si | 3: “Its is ser { harmless, scientifically proclaimed specifics relieve at once: cure 
lV VW or TH \f oo own Bas Miri SIMply Says: simels scrumptu- within four days. Box, $1. Beware of salicylic substitute. |L. A 
| J S —7( FOR A DAY ) ous: thanks. Reuben.”—G/asgow Evening Times PARIS, No. 102 W, 14th st., N. Y., only representative. Send stamp 
~e) 3 st ff ‘9\ ) ’ a . . rLaSsY evENUNG oe for pamphlet and references. Authe 


ate proofs furnished at office 
50 CENTS PER MONTH POSTAGE PAID SoME politicians would tear the old plaster off the 


sky and whitewash it with their own ideas.—Boston 


N ry vw, Commercial Bulletin. 
We RELI on 


(S u N DAY) Mrs. LiverMorRE is lecturing on “The Boy of To- 


day” who is out in front of the church waiting for WS 


OMEDQUURRFIFTYCNSPERAMNOM, Jom” owen Oy er PATD 


POSTAGE PAID striped materials.” You can wager he didn’t crample FOR 


them enough to take anything off the priee.—Lowell | Old Newspapers, Books, Pamphlets, Rags, Rope and 
COPIES TO ANY (Vtizen Bagging, Copper, Brass, Lead, Zine, Pewter, Ty - 
DDnesc " ? Metal, Electrotpe Plates, Stereotype Plates, Tin Foil 


sr FREE **Younc man,” said the doctor, sternly, ‘no wonder Tea Lead, and Old Metal of every description, 
C you are unwell; you loaf around street corners, drink 


ORDERS BY MAIL PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO, 


24 26 &28 NORTH WILLIAM ST bad whisky, chew worse tobacco, and make a fool of Will send to any part of the City or suburbs. 


yourself generally. Let me feel your pulse.” It was a 


NEW YORK. very Vigorous pulse; it beat with a pressure of about 


five hundred pounds; and when the doctor sorted him- = | ‘ey -KW ELL 
3 


self out and replaced his nose, he reflected that perhaps 
he had spoken too harshly.— Hornet. 28 ANN STREET, NEW YORK. 


BILLIARD TABLES.) <9) == 


PEOPLE 


THAT @0 TO 


LSS 
“ram C 0 0 G A N 


FOR 
The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, has been 


awarded to the Collendcr Billiard Tables and Combination Cushions, Balls, 


Cues, etc., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. Lovars row JorPAS COR. 


At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, in 1876, the Combination \ 
\ AN ; Y 
“| Bowery & Grand ot _ 
: N OWE J BUSINESS ME 


Cushions were reported the only ones scientifically correct in the angles of 
incidence and reflection, ; 
Fon OFFICE 
FUR NITURE- 


New and second-hand Billiard Tables in all designs at lowest prices. 
ay 
’ 
NEW YORK. | uy 






























4 ‘ 
MOTHERS For 
cR:isBs j 














THE H. W. COLLENDER CO.|| 3 


Pe a ihintwecackeshdewwgeecnsuaee New York. 
84 and 86 STATE STREET..----.---.--------- Chicago. 
15 SOUTH FIFTH STREET ...-------.------- St. Louis. 
mes dee Boston. 
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é CYSZ 


Sy 


BABIES For KN Sy . 
AGH CHAS Ss WSS - 








SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE. Un AS TZ LYERYPOPY —= : 
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the newly el from the 


rground wires in 


rural 
New 


Now doth ‘ted member of the State Legislature 
ts burn midnight iraughting bills providing for und 


ver, pass 





taste like!” 





“Ah, here comes a new style of North 


Pole discoverer 





Wonder what Ae will 











No. b.. Prom Tur Perss.—Year in and year out,the tremendous public publishing 
eoncern at Washington is biiay printing and binding edition after edition of useless, 
hopeless rubbish. Governmeétt Wterature does not even make good junk.—N. VY. Sin. 





oa TOR | 
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TWO WAILS AGAINST OBJECTIONABLE LITERATURE, 


Nee 





books bring Dad morale Faliitye.- 


= 





2. FROM.TheE PLrveeDThere. are fmnuméfable Books and newspapers printed 
and pubtished whieh oaght never to see othe heht. — books brite good morals; bad 
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